RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

It was because of a bad dinner, a flat smelling of paint, a lack of
desire, and five years of jealousy, scenes and continual demands.

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, her nightdress twisted round
her knees, her hands clutching her wild hair.

" It's because we've been foolish enough not to get married that we
hurt each other so much/* she said, still weeping. "If we were married,
I wouldn't care a damn if you slept with all the mannequins in the
world. I should know I came first and would always matter to you/'

" I am married. And you know how much my wife matters to me,"
Simon said with a laugh.

"You don't know how much I was prepared to give up for your
sake."

"Too kind," he said.

Whatever she did, wherever she tried to catch hold of him, she
found herself on a slippery slope and fell to the ground.

"No, you can't do it, not like this," she went on. "You're killing me.
At least give me time to get used to it. That at least you can't refuse
me. A week, give me a week."

"Yes, of course," Simon said ironically, "so that your first night'll be
over, so that you can vent your nerves on me, as you do before every
play."

"But there won't be any play, I shall never be able to appear in four
days* time. Look at me, look at the state I'm in! How do you expect
me to have the strength to act, or remember a single line? My career's
finished, my life's over. You're crushing me, destroying me. It's a
murder, a crime. There ought to be a law to punish crimes like this!"

At the moment she was sincere; she was quite sure that she would
not be able to act, to rise above such a disaster.

"A word of advice," Simon said. "Use more voice on the stage, and
less in life. And everything will go well with you."

"I don't need your advice," she cried, getting to her feet.

She looked for something to throw. She was on the point of hurling
herself at him, nails to the fore.

She saw that he was ready for her, and there was such hatred in his
eyes that she was afraid.

He was the stronger; she had no resources left and felt that she was
utterly abandoned.

"Have I really made you so unhappy that you should hate me so
much?" she asked with a sort of dismay.

For the first time that night she had moved him. He hesitated for a
moment, but the instinct of self-preservation prevented his replying.

"Simon, you'll regret this," she said in a tragic voice.

"That would surprise me," he said.

"You don't know what I'm capable of doing."

He knew that she had no weapon in the flat. He wondered whether
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